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X^T sfR WrT f^RT ^TRT TT X^T sildl s|tRc| Xffi ^ STT# ^TT, 5N% Rrll, JIM 41 4f 

^T#', WFt #T HT#, xJlM, W 3TR wmfo x£ ^PT TFcTT STTI 

TJRXTT W «TT ilMIvril xR mUtH JTRTf Wt XTcR ^Ffl 

^ RW ^ RT5T W %' Pl^drll fpT, TJflcflt ^T 3TR fw, ^4 JTR Rtf, W x||R|i|| 3TR 
■dlrl -q|-M| 3TR s|i||4l^ - 36*-|, X^T-X^T cMMi , Xf37 WT^-% Rrf T? M-irf-H «lcSl4 ITf MHI jII 

*T?t ^ I4v1l4 \Jll4 I 


Once upon a time there was a beautiful young duck named Ping. Ping lived with his mother 
and his father and two sisters and three brothers and eleven aunts and seven uncles and 
forty-two cousins. 

Their home was a boat with two wise eyes on the Yangtze River. 

Each morning as the sun rose from the east, Ping and his mother and his father and two sis- 
ters and three brothers and eleven aunts and seven uncles and forty-two cousins all marched 
one by one, down a little bridge to the shore of the Yangtze River. 
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rKrl "ft R-M 3TR TBFTFiT *1KI hR^K FFFt-FT?£t FtFF slcSI^ TFJ FteFF 311% 3TR ch<<£ 73FT 

FFT FF -tJdcM mUtR 3TFFt FT# FF FTF FF F17F FT#, # <MHIvHl F# FF 73FFF FF FT I 

O O' 

RFt ^31T 2FFF FFFTT, FfFT-FIFT 2FFF FFFFT % w 3F^F %' FT F^%, F#% # # FW FF # 

'•0*0 O' o 

3T#F ^ FF FtFFT FT, 73FT# #5 FF F^F FFTPFT FFFT FT I 


All day they would hunt for snails and little fishes and other pleasant things to eat. But in 
the evening as the sun set in the west, "La-la-la-la-lei!" would call the Master of the boat. 

Quickly Ping and all his many family would come scurrying, quickly they would march, one by 
one, up over the little bridge and on to the wise-eyed boat which was their home on the Yang- 
tze River. 

Ping was always careful, very-very careful not to be the last, because the last duck to cross 
the bridge always got a spank on the back. 
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f^T 3II-H tSNlf <rl+4l 6^ cT^Tt, R-M 

% smm Rft ^rft, <+4)l>- 3^r wf ^ ^ fitft 

W?% ^TrfsTST ^ RRTT «TT 3TR 3^T ^TcTrT M T THt ^ 
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<ris| R J I ^TT *is) ffRSTT RHt ^ 3)H< 3TRT, "3^Tt RT, 
fqcTT 3TR -giRwi Wrt ft Tr^-jr^ cfRcf TRt 

^ 33R: ^r Tq% f i 3 ^ fqR ^ w 3 ^ 


But one afternoon as the shadows grew long, Ping did 
not hear the call because at that moment Ping was 
wrong side up trying to catch a little fish. 

By the time Ping was right side up his mother and his 
father and his aunts were already marching, one by 
one, up over the bridge. By the time Ping neared the 
shore, his uncles and his cousins were marching over, 


3Tfc WR'-^ITf 3TFf ^ li? %l "jM 
rT^T ^ W^T T TRTT, ^IH)<H 

O ' 

*nf -Wlf ^ % 3T#T?t Wrm #fTW 
"3TT ■M^iI ^tti 

o 

f*-HI cfTt Htll ^TT I^T -JRR Hd T TR 

O 

RtMI # cn? 3Tlf?cRt, f^c^TcT 3Tlf?cRt, s|tKc) 
ifrlTI ^ rTRl^T WTT W^TT ^TT I 


and by the time Ping reached the 
shore the last of his forty-two cousins 
had crossed the bridge. 

Ping knew he would be the last, the 
very last duck if he crossed the 
bridge. Ping did not want to be 
spanked. 
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rfr w iwq irti 

F-hi ^trt ^ Rsh j ni i 
3T^7T I5MT W 3TR 3TTCWFT %TT 
xj^ch^l cTHT, fq^T % 'H+i^rfK 3T1W 

qicfl *1N iTPFSt *T?t ■%' l5ft - l5ft 
tkcb* 'Jllrl <Uqi I 


So he hid. 

Ping hid behind the grasses, and 
as the dark came and the pale moon 
shone in the sky Ping watched the 
wise-eyed boat slowly sail down the 
Yangtze River. 


<iri R j i ^ stNi 

3RFT W f?R ~WW RTfrTT M 
'^TRjT W ^ fR^TR 3TRTT RT 33% W 1% 

Cn Cn ' 

^ <4H|ji) R3t R? f^FRT SPIRIT tl 
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All night long Ping slept near the 
grasses on the bank of the river with 
his head tucked under his wing, and 
when the sun rose up from the east 
Ping found he was all alone on the 
Yangtze River. 
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<161 Rrll ■JTT ?TT *16) 5)6*1 ■ J TT Hnf *16) %, t)hl) 3% *16) %, s)'MI<rTi<1 ^Tlf - 5)6*1 *16) %- 
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^"3TT )h**I T*%" cScd^ d*ll I 

>0 Cn 


There was no father or mother, no sisters or brothers, no aunts or uncles, and no forty-two 
cousins to go fishing with Ping, so Ping started to find them, swimming down the yellow waters 
of the Yangtze River. 
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^ '^R5jT 3TN5T3T ^ NcStll J NI , -U<^ 3fl% c-hH ~ *11^ 3% tilcl *11^, *1*3 dl 3ldl 
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^T% 3TR f^T^lf^r ^Tl%, W 3 Id) ^tT% 3TR dg) ^tl%l "^T -llci) ^ f^T 3TR% T#f #1 
^R ^3% <+-^l ^RTiT^R 31 K3l 3ld) ^ -IN ^TjR d£) 3Tnf, "3TT 3RRFiT ^R #| 


As the sun rose higher in the sky, boats came. Big boats and little boats, fishing boats and 
beggar's boats, house boats and raft boats, and all these boats had eyes to see with, but no- 
where could Ping see the wise-eyed boat which was his home. 
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Rk dM 3Tnf TrTt chi?) *1£$dl 

W3# ^ t#rT % ^Rt #1 fq^T % % % 

5N% Ullrich ^ fd^* d^Sd) dl^l ^ fd^* ^Tl dl 
TPTT %l TSlt 3TCFT ■Hlld'+i 

^ W ?M# cTT^R T^T, TJflcfiT *1lfd<*> rHW 
cffc ' C R -H^dl WJ T^T filil CdiSI 73% ^dl I 


Then came a boat full of strange dark- 
fishing birds. Ping saw them diving for fish 
for their Master. As each bird brought a 
fish to his Master he would give it a little 
piece of fish for pay. 
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W# f^RT ^ 3TR HdrfW, STRI 3RT f^T RRfif ^ WT 3lk RRR^ 

Wet h$ ^RTT ?ni ir UlrT ^ Wet ^Rt ^Rt % 1% T# WRTt WT *1# *l%sfel4T kt kRTeT ^ 
Rtik % fR%' % T T^T? 71? %l 

flW, WTRF, WRF, W?t ^ TTS% f^RT ^ ^Rt' 3Tk ^k % WJZ k? %l WFt 3TR kkfT eRTRlT 
3^7 ‘JTRFflt *l5l fft^t Hl*ll kt kt% eRTTI 


Closer and closer swooped the fishing birds near Ping. Now Ping could see shining rings 
around their necks, rings of metal made so tight the birds could never swallow the big fish 
they were catching. 

Swoop, splash, splash, the ringed birds were dashing here and there all about Ping, so down 
he ducked and swam under the yellow water of the Yangtze River. 
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jN Ro d*1 % s)5r1 "37 H I'il ^ 

'O Cs 

~ 3 ^r Ih<+.hi ^rr 7^1% ^ 
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tlNrl '^37 ^ C=h^ %, 
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When Ping came up to the top of the wa- 
ter far away from the fishing birds, he 
found little crumbs floating, tender little 
rice cake crumbs which made a path to a 
house boat. 


F-HI $*1 ichsl 1 r| | JNI , 

W cj|<rTl *1M ^ *-M £)<}>, 3TR *T'jRt3T 
3TRTT J NI , 3^7"' 


As Ping ate these crumbs, he came 
nearer and nearer to the house boat, 
then — 
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^'Wdc, ! 

T THt ^ 3T3T «fT~ file I cT^TTI 

ddcb) 1 5te ^R ^<+i HiHI ^TT, "^Tt dM ^ ^TT^T 'RRlt % 
T^ft y<+iK ^UT ^TT, Fild d<5 ’JTPTSt d£) ^ 

HTT <rlS<*> SRRt ^TT^f % 1jl% %l T*T dSdi 
'?T S T % ^d-i dldd ^TT "^T srn 


SPLASH! 

There in the water was a Boy! A little boy 
with a barrel on his back which was tied to a 
rope from the boat just as all boat boys on the 
Yangtze River are tied to their boats. In the 
Boy's hand was a rice cake. 


- 3TT 3TT 3TT 3lt 3 3 ! ” 

^ WfeT cT^FTT Rlc'HNI 3TF f^RT Wtt 
3^ t|N(1 ^T cticft ^s)*1 Id 'Ml I 


“Oh-owwwwoooo!" cried the lit- 
tle Boy, and up dashed Ping and 
snatched at the rice cake. 
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W # % I^T ^ ^ 55^ frPITI 

O 

“c^-c|-ct-c|'!” fq^T WU\ 

“3fe\ - # # ¥ - tJTj!” ^feT cTSW Rlcrll^ll I 

fcRT 3% cTS^ % ^rFU 1 7Ht 3^MI 3TR ^tlHT ^ ^T^TRTT % cTfcfr ^T s[R %cTT ^3TT 3PTT 3TR 
^RT' # %# 31Tf I cTf^ *RR 3R vnf ^fcit 3WI ^T HR <£ f^HT^ % 1STRRT? fqR m 
^ >4 Hid) H^t <£ RHt HR% ^RTI 


Quickly the Boy grabbed Ping and held him tight. 

“Quack - quack - quack - quack!" cried Ping. 

“OH! - Ohh-ooo!" yelled the little Boy. 

Ping and the Boy made such a splashing and such a noise that the Boy's father came running 
and the Boy's mother came running and the Boy's sister and brother came running and they all 
looked over the edge of the boat at Ping and the Boy splashing in the water of the Yangtze 
River. 
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ft* ftrfT 3% W % W R# ^ 

♦ O ♦ 

3% fiRT rRTT c-IS^I si'll "ER Sldl *iN 

^ ^R 3TT 


Then the Boy's father and the mother pulled at 
the rope which was tied to the barrel on the little 
Boy's back. 

They pulled and they pulled and up came Ping 
and the Boy on to the house boat. 
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“ 3TT^, s|Ti<c) ^jT 6*11^ 

W 3TT W!” ^ fw % 

^FTgTI 


“Ah, a duck dinner has come 
to us!" said the Boy's father. 


Cs 

^ ^ wtctitV' 

c-IS^ ^TT % cfrgTI 

“^§i-^£t\ T^IRt sfrl^T 
$cl4l ■§■ 1% T3% W^fT *isl 
^T ^raTrTT, ” c^T Rlc'HNII 


“I will cook him with rice at 
sunset tonight," said the Boy's 
mother. 

“NO-NO! My nice duck is 
too beautiful to eat," cried 
the Boy. 
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m ^ ^ cts#' ^ wf^n ^rr, *t •tr' ^t, *r 
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But down came a basked all over Ping and he 
could see no more of the Boy or the boat or the 
sky or the beautiful yellow water of the Yang- 
tze River. 

All day long Ping could see only the thin lines 
of sun which shone through the cracks in the 
basket, and Ping was very sad. 


chi '-hi ^ cJT? Rj| % 3TT cht 3 INIjI RRt 

o o 

3TI7 -IN c£t t|-c.x| - i|-cN *15^^ 3N "3% ^ 

CN * 

chT AIM I d) 3TRT WT Ti?T I 

f\ Ztt% c£ #?f % 3TT T?t m 

Cn 

cTchtrf wrr tjt ■mhi^I it) jni 3H7 Frt 
W tld J NI f^T R^jT h[$N*I ^ ^ T?T 'I'l R J I % 
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3N--I -I'Jl^lch 3TT^ 31NM R-ttl 
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After a long while Ping heard the sound of 
oars and felt the jerk, jerk, jerk of the boat 
as it was rowed down the Yangtze River. 

Soon the lines of sunshine which came 
through the cracks of the basket turned 
rose color, and Ping knew the sun was setting 
in the west. Ping heard footsteps coming 
near to him. 
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^ ZZVfl W 3TR 3PT 


^ fq^r wl w %| 

• ♦ o ' 


The basket was quickly lifted, and 
the little Boy's hands were holding 
Ping. 


W§t % WT % f^RT ^t W 

O 

% Rki R'Mi, 3^7 Ih j i mi*i1 it 
WR WU - wrat Wt eft ^eRKtf RHt 

Cs cs 

^i 

wit fwT % 3RRt wj nr wft, 

O O' 
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Quickly, quietly, the Boy dropped 
Ping over the side of the boat and 
Ping slipped into the water, the beau- 
tiful water of the Yangtze River. 

Then Ping heard his call, 
“La-la-la-la-lei!" 
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Ping looked and there near the bank 
of the river was the wise-eyed boat 
which was Ping's home, and Ping was his 
mother and his father and his aunts, all 
marching, one by one, up over the little 
bridge. 

Swiftly Ping turned and swam, pad- 
dling toward the shore. Now Ping could 
see his uncles marching, one by one. 

Paddle, paddle, Ping hurried toward 
the shore. Ping saw his cousins, marching 
one by one. 

Paddle, paddle, Ping neared the shore, 
but- 
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-^Tg#' %' % SfTfMt sfrRT f ^TR 
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'O 
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As Ping reached the shore the last of Ping's 
forty two cousins marched over the bridge and 
Ping knew that he was LATE again! 

But up marched Ping, up over the little 
bridge and SPANK came the spank on Ping's 
back! 
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Then at last Ping was back with his mother and 
his father and two sisters and three brothers 
and eleven aunts and seven uncles and forty-two 
cousins. Home again on the wise-eyed boat on the 
Yangtze River. 
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